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Desdemona that day to stay dead until the play was over.
Majestically Othello was striding down to the door, where Emilia was knocking for admittance, when there came that long indrawn breath — that "a-a-h!" that from the auditorium always means mischief — and a sudden bobbing of heads this way and that in the front seats. In an instant the great actor felt the broken spell, knew he had lost his hold upon the people — but why? He went on steadily, and then, just as you have seen a field of wheat surged in one wave by the wind, I saw the closely packed people in that wide parquet sway forward in a great gust of laughter. With quick, experienced eye I scanned first Othello's garb from top to toe, and finding no unseemly rent or flaw of any kind to provoke laughter, I next swept the stage. Coming to the close-drawn curtains, I Saw — heavens! No wonder the people laughed. The murdered Desdemona had risen, was evidently sitting on the side ofwas for the dea<n-ningly and snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
